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" Would you like a bit of chicken, Riquet ?"
asked Monsieur Bergeret. <c It is very good.'*

Riquet made no reply. He never asked for
food as long as he lay under the table. How-
ever good the dishes might smell he did not
claim his share of them, and, what is more, he
dared not touch anything that was offered him.
He refused to eat in a human dining-room.
Monsieur Bergeret, an affectionate and kindly
man, would have liked to share his meals with
his comrade. At first he had tried to smuggle
down to him a few little scraps. He had spoken
to him gently, but not without that arrogance
which so often accompanies beneficence. He had
said :

a Lazarus, receive the crumbs of the good
rich man, since for you, at all events, I am the
good rich man/*

But Riquet had always refused. The majesty
of the place over-awed him ; and perhaps in his
former condition he had received a lesson that
taught him to respect the master's food.

One day Monsieur Bergeret had been more
pressing than usual. For a long while he had
held a delicious piece of meat under his friend's
nose, Riquet had averted his head, and, emerging
from beneath the table-cloth, had gazed at his
master with his beautiful, humble eyes, full of